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viction of certainty. For a week I had been the only
guest in the hotel, and at night the whole staff van-
ished out of call into some obscure recess. It would
have been easy enough for someone to come into my
room.
I went to the window and looked out. The concrete
drive stretched blank and deserted to the closed iron
gates. The night sky was remote and cold, even the
stars seemed frozen. The city was not still, for I
heard the sound of motor-cars driven fast along empty
streets. From the north, where there was a glow of
lights above the wall (that would be the railway, of
course), came the clang of hammers on steel. They
were working night repair shifts.
It was time for me to leave Sian, I decided suddenly.
I closed the window, and for the first time locked
my bedroom door*